and joyless emotion, which only an effort of will could
keep at such a pitch.
Meanwhile Catherine found herself at home again
with all the dazed surprise of one returning after long
absence. She had only been away two months, but the
magnitude of what had happened in that brief period
of her life seemed to put an enormous distance between
the day of her setting out and the day of her return.
She looked round her room for some sign of change
to match the change within herself, but it was just
as she had left it. The furniture was unchanged, her
various belongings were in their usual places; all
looked as it had always done; only the scent she
habitually used had grown stale in the close air of the
locked room, and the silence seemed unnatural because
the clock had stopped its ticking. She wondered how
long it had gone after she had left, and peered at
the hands beneath the curved glass face upheld by
garlanded cupids playing with a goat, trying to
determine the precise moment at which they had
stopped. Had it been day or night 1 And had the hour
and the minute to which they pointed been happy
or sad for her; had it been unimportant, or had it
been one of those moments upon which countless
others depend, altering the whole course of a life?
She would never know what moment she was destroying
when she moved those hands. Slowly she started
unpacking, tossing over the back of an armchair her
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